had an unusually high ceiling. He recognized the thin
daylight creeping through the glazed transom. The
window had been boarded up. The old schoolmaster
had produced a little omelette on the big range. It
was still sticky with old grease. The poor man had
never done much washing-up.

Franfois put his head under a tap. A cat which had
taken refuge beneath the sink shot away when the
first drops struck it. The water ran over his face and
down his neck. He snorted. The old soap of his
childhood was there to his hand, a granulated sub-
stance which it was difi&cult to work into a lather.
It slipped like a fish from his hands which were numb
with cold. He felt about and found a towel hanging
on a nail, a rough-surfaced strip of material with
which it took him a long time to dry himself. At last
he succeeded in opening his eyes again, and set to
work combing his hair before a piece of looking-glass
set in a calendar. The kitchen was filled with a squalid
smell of slops. The small brass taps of an old-fashioned
range, perched on high legs, gleamed in the half-
darkness. Francois fought against the emotion which
was flooding in on him. A skimpy ham, hard and
yellow, hung from the ceiling. He felt as though the
house were watching him, agog for a cry of surprise,
a fond gesture, a wondering stare. A sound of foot-
steps reached him from the next room, the soft flip-
flop of well-worn felt slippers. The communicating
door opened.

A woman, with a broom in her hand, halted on the
threshold.

Her hair was bound in a check handkerchief. Her
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